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quaintance of a poor cat, who lives in a hut
in the woods. I bring meat and bread to
him, and as soon as he sees me he comes to
me, running with all his might. I regret I
cannot take him with me, for he has mar-
vellous instinct. Good-by, dear friend. I
hope this letter will find you in good health.
I wish you a good and happy new year.

CCXLVIII.

CANNES, March r, 1862.

MY cousin's fe"te day went out of my head.
I remembered it, the other day, when it was
too late. We shall talk of it at my return,
if you please. It becomes more and more
difficult to meet every year, for I have
exhausted pins, rings, handkerchiefs, and
buttons. It is hard to invent something
new. It is not less difficult for novels. I
have just read rhapsodies which deserve
truly corporal chastisement.

You cannot imagine anything prettier
than this country in this weather. All the
fields are covered with violets and anemones
and a quantity of other flowers, the names them
